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meant what he said, he lost his temper and drawing his
sword he struck at the boy, inflicting a wound on his
face, the scar of which remained with Andrew for the
rest of his life.
Certainly Andrew's boyhood was not being a happy
one. At the age of thirteen he had witnessed the horrors
of war, he had fought as a soldier, and now he was a
prisoner and wounded. But he was not a servant and
no one could make him one, so he was sent off with
other captives to a jail in Camden, South Carolina.
Jails in those days were not pleasant places. For one
thing they were not clean, and very soon several of the
prisoners were ill with smallpox, from which many of
them died. Andrew caught the horrible disease, but he
did not die; indeed, while still ill, he was released from
prison and set out to walk forty miles to his home. What
a journey that must have been! What will-power must
have been needed to force his weak limbs to carry him
forward! It is a wonder he ever reached home alive, but
he did, and there his mother nursed him back to health.
Andrew was well again, but hardly had he recovered
when a fresh misfortune fell upon him, this time the
worst misfortune which can happen to any boy. His
mother had never ceased her efforts to help the Ameri-
can prisoners in British hands and to care for the
wounded, and now, weakened with overwork and ex-
posure, she was taken ill and died. Andrew had lost his
all. Mother, father, brothers were all dead, and at the
age of fourteen he was quite alone in the world.
Now Andrew showed the grit which was in him. He
was a boy alone, but he did not allow his loneliness or

